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I 


Author's Notes: 
Set during Rob's first Sanitarium tour, and from Kirk's POV 


Its a funny thing about stadiums. When you're on the freeway, they look so small, but when you get closer, 
the raw size is overwhelming. I've seen them a million times, watched them draw closer and wondered how the 
hell we thought we had the ability to fill it with people, and beyond that, how we thought we were good enough 
to make even the people in the nosebleed seats feel the power of our music. 

Somehow, we always have. 


| push my hair out of my face, glancing at it again, and nervously wiping my hands on my jeans. 


"You don't have to come with me," the bass voice murmurs from the other seat. "You can always go back to 


the hotel and relax in the pool. | won't be long." 


| shake my head, smiling at the fourth cog in the Almighty Machine. Our new brother. And now, so much more 


to me. "No, I'm fine. | want to go." | need to do this, | add silently. 


"Okay," he says doubtfully. Rob leans back, stretching his legs out to bump his shoes into mine, and smiles 


widely. "tll be nice to see everyone." 


| nod again, glancing out. "Its been forever since I've actually talked to Sharon or Ozzy." And almost as long 


since | talked to their new bassist. 
Jason. 


| don't know how | feel about him any more. When he left, | was so angry. | never knew | could get that pissed 
off at anyone. Even James never got me that furious. But Jason--! think, in the silence of my mind, | hated 


him for a while. 


But, like always, time marched on. And we grieved for what we'd lost, grieved for roads not taken, and moved 
on. And when we were all strong enough, and ready, we moved forward, created a new album, reinvented the 
wheel again. Like the phoenix from the ashes, Metallica rose up--shaky at first, then slowly unfurling our 


wings to take flight. 


The tour's gone well, we played like it was 1184 again, thrashing through the music, having a blast. It's so rice 


to feel whole again. 


When we met with Phil last week, while we were in San Fran, Rob mentioned that he was considering stopping in 
New York to catch one of the last Ozzfest shows before we head over to the UK, and | said | might go with 
him. Phil said that he thought it would be a good idea. He thinks | have some unresolved issues still with Jason 


Y'think? 


Let's see, he's one of my best friends for 14 years, someone I've told my innermost fears and dreams to, 
someone who's protected me from the fans when | didn't think | could take people pawing at me. Made sure | 
got home when | was fucked up and paranoid on coke. Stabbed me in the back and walked out when it looked like 
he was finally going to get what he wanted. 


He lied to me. He betrayed all of us. He spent the next two years badmouthing all of us in the press. I'm sure 
he thought that he was only bitching about James and Lars, but we're a family. 


Maybe that's why he left. He never understood how interconnected we all were. Maybe he never was that 


connected at all. 
"Kirk?" 


| glance back at Rob, noting that we've stopped, and we're in the VIP parking area. Time to get out. "Sorry. Was 
thinking." 


He scoots over onto the seat next to me and loops an arm around my shoulders. "You're better than a 


hundred of him," he whispers, voice low and warm. 

| nod, hugging him back, and open the door, stepping out with a smooth motion. You have to be used to limos 
to get out with any grace whatsoever. I've been doing this for twenty years. At least half of them have been 
in limos. 

Rob still struggles a little, and | smile. He'll get used to it, eventually. 

Its hot as hell today, but at least it's clear out. | can feel my clothes sticking to me already. Then, Rob's at 
my shoulder, and we're walking in, waving to the fans clustered around the barriers. A moment later, we're 


inside, cool air washing over us. 


He walks confidently, and | follow, trying to swallow my apprehension before we make it to the dressing room. | 


have a minute. | can get myself under control. 
"Kirk!" 


Shit. So much for that minute. | turn slowly, trying to plaster a smile to my face. "Jason," | return, meeting his 


eyes. 

Well, he looks different. Hair's longer, that's for sure. 

"Hey, man. How have you been?" 

| smile wider, then glance at Rob. "You can go ahead, I'll catch up in a minute," | offer. 

He nods, glancing at Jason, then at me. "Ozzy's dressing rooms should be right down around the corner, right?" 


Jason nods. "To the left" 


He's not bouncing. | just realized that. Normally, Jase is a ball of nervous energy, just bouncing around like a 


superball on crack Today, he seems subdued. 
‘lm good. How's life with Ozzy been for you?" | flip my hair back, still smiling the same bland smile. 
"Its been good. Exhausting, but good." 


"l'm glad," | murmur. Oddly, | think | am. Now, faced with him, | can't seem to dredge up the animosity. | don't 
think | have the energy for that kind of negativity. 


I's a surprising discovery. 


"I caught you guys while you were in Chicago, you know. We had the night off." 


‘Oh, really? What'd you think?" I'm sorry | asked the moment the words come out. | might not have the energy 
for negativity towards him, but if he says anything about the band, he's fucking toast. 


He seems to consider his words for a moment, and | tense, chin lifting. He smiles slightly. "Calm down, Kirk. I'm 


not going to slag you guys. | was actually pretty impressed." 

"That's new," | mutter. "I thought we weren't capable of rocking to your standards any more." 
"| guess | deserved that one." He sighs, pushing at his hair again, and | soften 

"We deserved a few, too," | say quietly. "We treated you pretty badly." 

"You didn't-" 


‘It's not that easy to say that | didn't, Jase. If I'd stood up for you, if I'd told James no, if, if, if," | say softly. 
"But | didn’t, and you left. Why didn't you tell me?" 


"| couldn't. | wanted to, but it was too real. If I'd told you, I'd never have been able to do it, to leave." He 


glanced at me. "You, of all people should understand that sometimes, you have to find out who you are outside 


the band" 
"What the fuck are you talking about?" 


Jason stepped back and gestured towards my clothes. "Look at you, dude. All grown up. You didn't turn a hair 


when the fans were clustered around you at the Icon show, you just rocked like a motherfucker.” 
| start to roll my eyes, but one thing stops me. He's right. | did grow up. "Yeah, | guess.’ 


Jason just shakes his head. "No maybe about it, man. | don't know if it would have happened if I'd stayed. But | 


wouldn't have had a chance to grow up, | know that" 
| nod, just a little. "You doing okay now?" 

He smiles. "Getting there. So, you and Trujillo?" 
"What?" 

"Come on, | saw you two come in 


"We both surf, he's a good friend." 


"And more.” 

| nod a little. "Yeah. Just for a few weeks so far.” 

He glances behind me. "You treating him right?" 

| glance back to see Rob turning an interesting shade of pink. "Yeah, | am." 


"Good. I've gotta go get ready for Voivod's set, but I'll catch you later. It's good to see you again" He hugs me 


quickly, as though embarrassed, and bounces down the corridor. 

"You okay?" Rob asks, looping his arm around my waist. 

"Yeah, I'm good. Didn't you go to see Ozzy?" 

‘| figured I'd wait ‘til you were done." 

| smile slowly, hugging him tightly. “Thank you. Now, let's go say hello. It's been awhile since | tormented Zakk" 


Rob grins, and heads off, me at his heels. Maybe Jason's right. We're both where we need to be. | can forgive 


the growing pains along the way when | consider the destination, | guess. 


